—_——

& —
e

THE SUN, SUNDAY,

T A -t

FERBRUARY %W

(AL

Some New Verse by American Poets

By Vachel Lindsay, Margaret Widdemer, Willlam Rose Benet,
Sara Teasdale and Daniel Henderson

The Coin
By Sara Teasdale.
Into my beart’s treasury
I slipped a coin
That time canuot take,
Ner a thief purlein;
Yor better than the minting
Of a gold erowned king
I's the safe kept memory
Of a lovely thing,

The Gray Battalion

By Daniel Henderson,

O puilid, pullid hosts, are you tlesh or are you guosts,
With your drums that give no beat, with your sober,

silent tramp?

What flags are these that rise hke phantoms on vur skies?

Hail to the Sons of Roosevelt

By Vachel Lindsay
There 1s no name for brother
Like the name of Jonathan

The son of Saul. )

And so we greet vou all :

The sons of Roosevell
The sons of Sanl,

You battled for this fresdom singing niticn.

A Soldier in Manharttan

By Daniel Henderson.

Soldier, howse From the wors,

Tireading ovr throngs agsn,

Lamt wath your golden hars,

In a world of hurnving wen:

Whar it the erowd be muoie!

You vindieate the better days of Saul
When he was God's anointed 1o us all.

Your brother Jonathans went out to war

Through all the days-—-

What David sang of Saul
And Jonathan beloved more than all.

What frontier was vour bivouae and whither )5 your

camp ¥

“We are men who touk the sword tor the u.nram- avdd the

I-ﬂ’rd! 1
We charged the shattering guns!
fire!

If Franee has raddy stains they were erimsoned Trom our

veins!

And we died, not knowing we wonld win our ulfernpost

desire!

®Nol for ve the moreded arelt? Not for us the hsunered

mareh!

Not lor us the throngs exulting as the vieiors' pesan

rulls!

Sull we tread the darkened roads which we

pressing loads,

And the ruts that racked our hodies are a gkt for

our souls!

“We are those who could ol

the deep!

We are those who lay unresiing in the friendly foreign

loam !

And our Captain and our Lord gave us this for onr

reward :

To marel amid the night wists 1o the places we enlled

Iuml

We met the sioruing

\!r‘i'll where we J'I.i_\ by N pel

tridged with

o erant such sons, hegot of our young men
To make each generation glad again

Lot cons of Saul be springing up again

Out of the eater, tire and power sgmn,

From the lost Bon, boney for all men.

Licing and dead.
The tine

Old faes

Y ou made my heart forever wise, .
You stripped my silken youth sway. . , .
What was your hght, far inaster-eves,

Ur blue, or gray ?

Ha nlm'h one ill!'d'

“The Wme of Astomshment”

ARY HASTINGS HE \lll EY
B pew movel, The Wine of Astonish-
ment, starts out with a considerable pron-
jue which it does not Fulil,
thte can believe in Evelyn Pay's fiest in

decisions and changes in purposo regard--

ing love and warriage, but the girl shifts
w0 often that one loses pespert for her and
thinks uf her merely as a weakling, pulled
about by a mwother's ambitions and her
own love of luxury. She yiclds so invar-
iably to the last influenece hrought to bear

upon her that it is pessible to feel only

eontempt for her futility.

Jim Clarke is more interesting i the
chapters voncerning  his  boyhood  than
later. The embarvassment of boyhood
nuking its escape {rom parental supervis-
jon is well ehown i the opening  pard-
araplis:

“From the shadows of the front room
he flung his annoupecment gt them, dis-
trasting the elear hght of serutiny.  His
esvitement possessed b too visibly. Tt
rane out under the decoptive ensualpess
of his young voiee,

“He was on fire 1o be off for s adven-
ture, He felt himself a man, an explorer,
a free lanee, Tt was maddening to have
to thrust his head into the family living
voomn and tell his pavents that he was
going over to Henry's for all night.

“And parents are not fon easily satis-
fied. His father mevely claneed up from
the inevitable book, but his mother pat
down her magazine and told him {0 come
.

“He ecame with relactanee, a 1tall,
high-shouldered boy of cighteen, with gray
eyes that looked dark under their black

JAMES BRANCH CABELL

SAYS

THE GREAT HUNGER

“Js—orought to be——
an enduring book.”

MOFFAT, YARD & COMPANY
NEW YORE
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At the outer  comner,

Jushes, ;uul dark hair a1 viiance with the
Hut wigors of its yonthful mode.  Every
step b took into the room made him less
a man und an adventurer antil only a boy
stood betore his mother, impatiently ap-
prebensive of adult curiosity and restrie-
tom.”

Youth is played up lovingly and with a
degrree off <kill in the vollege seenes, the
danees at the Amberst: fraternity houses,
the drives, the luncheons, The girl is ac-
widentally shown info the wrong room at 2
Lraternity honse and meets the young man
not yet completely arrayed, which gives an
opperfunity for later explanation,

“ 41 was tryving to muke myself resplen-
dent.” " ‘flie young man's eyes pave her
baek her smile without cont'usion. ‘T was
delving for this new aml gorgeous shirt

“Her glanee seemed to danee elusively
across that intimate object.

“*A most beeoming stripe,’ she told him
merrily.  There was a winged tilt to the
corners of the wouth. And her brows,
wuch Jdarker than her hair, were like
wings, foo, in their indeseribable little Lift
And when they
daneed bim Ilmugh t there mist be lmg\f,
too, npon her feet”

One enn bebeve in and take pleasure in
the exrly Evelyn Day of guel passages as
th=:

“1t was copeeivable that she cared for
one of those men,

“But no, it was nol conceivable, Those
ryes that met his were too candidly bright,
too innorently elear, Neither love nor the
memory of love shadowsd their elear
depths,  There was no dimming reflection
of experience. Tove would have tanght
her her own faseingtion and siven ber =clf-
vonscionsness,”

Bat the reader may pot eare for the
wirl who, later, is (oo cagily swayed one

way mmlb-r amd knows no will of -

her own.

The plot is long drawn out and then ton
huddled together at the end. Tt has no
eonvineing elewmenis, such as a platonie
marriage and the giving away of a fortune
to mutch a poor man's poverty. But the
hook 15 renduble gnd is a vlean and pleas-
ant love story.

THE WINE OF ARTONISHMENT. Br

My Hasmives Braviey. D. Appletou &

Co. $1.50.

I hesr the sarred Rocky Mouniaims esll:
T hear the Missisappi Jordan eall:
“Staud up America, ahd praise them all

aoung sons of Sawl.”

Forgetfulness
By Margaret Widdemer.
I wonder what yonr mien was like,
1 loved, fur face 1 knew,
Whose eareless look eould bend, and strike
My hare heart throngh ?

Dineseen the flying years cseape, .
Only the zifts they wade abide. .,
Strange, to forget the dagger’s shape

Iet every Yankee poet sing their prm-.-

My hieart’s o snill alrm‘o
A pale, silver loor in the bgreness of diawn

Read i our eyes vour Jus!
See llow our bearts <alure
The soul of the ruee n vom !

The Pale Dancer

By William Rose Benet.

all the golden sails are gone.

My heart lies over more, and the hitle ripples beat

This small idle tune,
“Oh, eome, airy dancer

hike the fall of vlves’ Feet,
vome diunee un e, Sweet!”

She comes like u breeze in the midnight of May,
'Phe tumbling of the seas makes a tune far away.

She eomes witl closed syes, with light footsteps she nears,

Oh, danee nw 1o more!
For my heart’s a still shore in the hugeness of dawn,
And some answer is thrifling, is trembling for me

In the eerie still brightness of heaven and sea,

And the little nipples whisper, “What thing ean it bef®

And she sings the low song that eael lipping ripple hears.
“fa love there s langhter, aud after—eome tonrs!™

She dances Like the woonlight—light, languorous, aswoon.,
Her face floats uplifted, a flower to the moon,

To the moon, pale in beaven and the dawn eoming slow,
And under her measure the ripples hreathe Jow., '
“The dancer, the daneer from ages sgo '™

Witeling dancer be gone!

Pale dancer, pale dancer, atread without breath,

Majestic and yveaming and brooding as death,

Oh, passion of my heart, oh, enchanted despair
That glides before God like a bind from a snare,
* Return, then, return to me, elothe mwe with eare—

But the beantiful -imwr haq vmushad M Rir.

“The Happy H ypocnte

By BARRETT H. CLARK.

NIA.\' BEERBOHM the earieaturist

i« well kmown in thete States, but
Mux Beerbohm the anomalons “Max™ as
# man of letters—one of the true company
ol senmne artists—is not.
says, pastels, eritigues, many of whieh
vrigivally appeared in (he Yellow Book,
have been easually reprinted, and in this
eountry at least have attracted httle no-
tier. For “Max” is in no way “popular.”
Ilis delicate irony, deeply imbedded in his
perieet style and become an integral part
of i, is apt lo be disconevrfing fo the
reader with & one-evlinder mind.

T'he Happy Hupoerite, now published
m a de Juxe edition, with illustrations by
Geurge Sheringham, has made its bow to
the public at least three times before, but
never so attraetively, so appropriately
clothed. Here is a volume in whieh the
illustrations seem to grow out of the text,
or viee versa. As Mr. Beerbohm says in
his brief note to the new edition: “This
hig new preseniment of a little old story
is of eourse for the sake of Mr. Shering-
ham's illustrations.”. It is more than that,
for The Happy Hwypocrite deserves the
popularity this edition will give it.

There is little to say of this fairy tale;
it is enough perhaps to state in cold prose
that une feels helpless in the effort to add

The htile es- .

anything te it by way of comment except
1o rempark that one is vonfirmed in the im-
pressien that there are searvely half a
dozen writers nowadays who ean handle
lunguage ax Max handies it—and to quote
one hrief passage, which runs as follows:

“It js pleasant to record that many per-
sons were inobnoxious to the magie.of his
title and disapproved of him w strongly
that whenever he entered a room where
they happened to be they would make
strayght for the door and wateh him very
severely through the keyhole. FEvery,
moming when he strolled up Pieeadilly
they rrossed over to the other side in &
compaet body, leaving him to the eom-
pamionship of his bad companions on
that which is still ealled the *<hady’ side.
Lorl Grarge—[here a Girevk word, which
I shan’t ask the printer to set up]—mwas
quite mdifferent to this demeonstration.
Indeed he seemed wholly hardened, and
when ladies gathered up their skirts as
they passed him he wonld lightly appraise
their ankles.”

THE HAPPY HYPOCRITE. By Max
Bexmsous. With illustrations by George
Sheringham. John Lape Company. $7.50.

Patrick MaeGill; anthor of The Dough-
Boys, recently married a nieve of Cardinal
fiilibons.

for ar irstant it twirkles through

«f Mortmartre.”

Cloth, $1.75 net
at all bockstores

While Paris Laughed

Being Pranks and Passions of the Poet Tricotrin
By LEONARD MERRICK

New York Times —‘Ccmpect of gayety #rd wit and mirth, its irony, though keen, is
1heuurythnpmsohatodehﬂ:rfnldmckks.andnfb:mudthmpm:donm

lsughter.
Pmmemthmﬁcmtmdthirwr.thewuﬂewhdaunmmu!‘mch
£s champegne, the exquisite style and urfailing deftness of plet, it is this extraordinary
sh'ﬁtyftﬂh‘tmwlﬂnmpwm\tmm;humﬁﬂhmnm
thet renders Mr, Morick's stories so very exceptional. .
mmsr.dhwtatofedmﬂrwttstdlytohtmntcdmhnwhaw stene, that
cre on which they first encountered the impecunious poct who lived in the garrets

While Paris Laughed

E.P.DUTTON&CO. “\=5a"

More than any other quelity, per-

. . Those who have eyes




